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When we tumbled through his door there weren't quietly whispered endearments. 

No promises of loving forever and gentleness to come. 

This was simply about sex, and although | knew that | wasn't prepared for the sheer lust that oozed out of 
Phil's body. He leaned his head down and | could feel his lips, soft as they glided over my throat. A quiet moan 
fell from my lips as he nipped, but he soon pulled back to look up at me. 

‘| want you Viv." he murmured while he started pulling my shirt up. 

Shaking my head and grinning | pulled up his shirt. | could see the relief that someone else was taking the lead 


in anything. It had only been about maybe eighteen or so months since Steve had died. And | knew in my gut 


there had been something there; for one, | wasn't blind and two, it always seemed taboo to mention their 


deceased band member. 


| didn't mind. Hell, they were my friends and | didn't want to upset Phil. My thoughts were sidetracked as his 
chest came into view. It wasn't the first time, not with his aversion to most shirts. But it was the first time 
in this particular setting. 


| threw his shirt somewhere around us as he closed the door. Smiling shyly | nudged him to the bed, and | 
could see the slow smile spreading over his face. | watched silently as he fell back onto the bed and looked up 
at me, that gentle smile filtering up into his eyes. 


He has some of the prettiest eyes | have ever seen; they watched all of my moves as | slowly unbuttoned his 
pants. | felt the muscles jump, the slight intake of air as my hand slowly caressed over the bulge that lay 
within. | could hear his breath quickening as | slid the zipper down and slipped my hand into the compacted 
warmth to grasp him. | heard the moan exit his body in a breath, those eyes shielded from mine as his head 


tilted back. 


Slipping my hand out | quickly pulled his jeans off, intent on pleasuring him first so that he could see that | 
really cared for him. | stroked his length, feeling that big vein pulse as my palm slid over it, the pre-come 
making the skin slick. He moaned softly as | gently swiped my thumb over the head, | couldn't help but smile 


even though the pressure issuing from my own trousers was going to be a problem soon. 


Looking up at him, his head thrown back and his neck exposed, | couldn't help but feel shy as | leaned down and 
licked across the tip, that mouth opening in a long and low moan that | exacted from him. | ran my tongue 
along the slit and heard him murmur something, but from my spot between his legs | couldn't tell. 


| was glad he had eaten a lot of fruit that day, it made my job easier. | slowly fit the head of his cock into my 
mouth, feeling it get pushed a little further in by his hips thrusting up mindlessly. | didn't mind though, this 
WAS about making sure Phil had some fun and relaxed a bit. 


"Ohoh Viv." | heard him murmur as he let his hands rest on my head, urging me on silently. | took my time 
though, | didn't want to rush anything so | kept on sucking lightly. My tongue swirled over the head as | let my 
hands gently caress him, stroking the part of him that wasn't in my mouth while the other hand gently 
fondled his balls. 


His moan was low and throaty, everything | expected to hear out of him yet it was nothing | had been able to 
anticipate. My lips slid lower, taking more of his turgid member into my mouth while my hands stayed busy 
lower on his body. He was writhing and moaning like he should have been, but there was something odd about 
the way he was moaning. 


Phil was keening, groaning, and whimpering but | never heard him say my name except that first time. | was 
willing to let it go as | kept sucking on him, lavishing attention on him and hoping that arousal-deepened voice 
would murmur my name again Pulling up, | licked a slow trail up his cock, pulling another moan from deep in his 


belly. 


Stroking him | watched his small frame writhe in pleasure, eyes closed and mouth open as he breathed heavily. 
| could hear those low and almost harsh pants; slowly | somehow managed to stop so | could reach down and 
slide out of my own pants. He watched me and moaned as my own swollen cock came into view. | slid my eyes 


up his body and grinned, and went back to my position between his legs once again 


Phil moaned loudly as | took him into my mouth, rasping my tongue along the heated flesh. | could feel his 
heartbeat through that vein on his cock; it was fast and pulsing, matching his heavy breathing as | took a long 
and final suck of his dick before he moaned loudly, shooting into my mouth as | tried to swallow it all. 


"Steve! OH.Oh fuck.oh yes yes Steve..oh Steve..love.oh.." 


He was mindlessly calling out his dead lover's name. Not mine, his mind wasn't even thinking of me. | swallowed 
what | could and spit the rest out, pulling my pants up quickly as | looked to him lying there on the bed. Eyes 
closed and cock softening, Phil looked content. 


Choking back a quiet sob | traveled the hallway that led to my room, where | curled up on the bed and cried, 
the taste of him still in my mouth. Lingering in the back of my mouth, the taste was sweet and musky. A soft 
cry issued forth as | got up and went to the bathroom, noticing that my erection had mysteriously vanished 
as | hunched over the toilet: 


| didn't have to vomit, but | did feel like it. Instead | cried, clinging to the toilet and sobbing quietly. My tears 
slid down my face, my hair for once cooperating and staying behind my shoulders. | couldn't help but hear his 


voice in my head, calling out Steve's name while | was being that intimate with him. 


That thought started a new round of crying, harder sobs this time as | leaned against the wall. My hair soon 
fell around my face as | sobbed hard enough to not notice that the door had opened. 


